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In this issue.. ..

. . is the first part of the new three-part novel by ROBERT A.
HEINLEIN—new not only in being fresh-minted, but in bringing
you a world new for the conquering: new, Heinlein-thematically,
and unlike anything he has ever done before. Prepare now to meet
the Horned Ghosts, the Cold Water Gang, the Never-Born who
guards the Egg of the Phoenix; to enjoy the curious—but exceed-
ingly amiable—hospitality of Housc Doral; and to enjoy a robust
adventure yarn in the grand tradition. FRITZ LEIBER is back,
too, with a story as beautiful as it is, alas, brief; so is WILL STAN-
TON, with a wry, uneasy tale to make you laugh—and wince. RON
GOULART poses a marriage problem which Ann Landers never
had to answer, and newcomer KENNETH SMITH displays
amazing new talent in a fiction (it is not altogether a story) which
scems convincing enough to be fact. Not in this issue, for reasons
of space only, is F. Feghoot.

Coming soon . . .

. . . is the Letter Page we couldn’t find room for in this issue, an
article on extra-Terrestrial ecology by L. SPRAGUE DE CAMP,
and stories by MACK REYNOLDS, LLOYD BIGGLE, TERRY
CARR, and (for the first time since we became Editor) Your Serv-
ant To Command. Coming Next Month is a complete short novel
by a completc new writer, RAY NELSON. Title is «Turn Off The
Sky» and it is really very different and really very good.
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Introduction to Robert A. Heinlein's GLORY ROAD

The author of this novel suggests that we say about it only, “Here
is another Heinlein story for them as likes such.” We respectfully
decline. More is in order. Robert A. (for Anson) Heinlein is a
Missouri-born (1907), Annapolis-educated retired Navy officer
and engineer, a champion swordsman, a figure skater, an expert
in rifle and pistol, an accomplished cat-midwife, author of over one
hundred magazine stories and thirty books. He lives in Colorado
Springs with his wife, Virginia (who is a former WAVES officer
and chemist and also engineer); their street number is, appro-
priately, 1776. As we said earlier this year, Robert A. Heinlein is,
with Isaac Asimov, one of the two most seminal Science Fiction
writers of our time. He contains universes. So instantly coherent,
logical, even almost inescapable, have been many of his themes
that other writers have, time after time, sown the fields whose
sods he was the first to break . . . fields, indeed, which he was the
first to perceive. Year after year, decade after decade, he has
maintained a position of pre-eminence; his ability to stimulate, to
challenge, has remained unabated. Among Heinlein’s attitudes
and conjectures, his social and political tones have not been the
least evocative of comment—“comment,” indeed, is perhaps too
mild a word for the reaction to some of them—and he says of this
new novel, “It will outrage all those who were outraged by STAR-
SHIP SOLDIER [FGSF, Oct.-Nov. 1959], and will upset all those
who were upset by STRANGER IN A STRANGE LAND [G. P.
Putnam’s, 1961]; therefore I have great hopes for it . . .” It must
not be thought, however, that it was written solely to stir up the
alligators. It is not in the least like either of the two other books
named, nor, for that matter, like any of his other, earlier, books.
Social and political points it makes indeed, a-plenty—but it is also
a good, rousing adventure story, and a romance in the ancient as
well as in the modern vein. In the days before the lamps went out
all over Europe (and, subsequently, Asia and other places as
well), James Elroy Flecker could harken back to the Golden Jour-
ney on the road to Samarkand. The road to Samarkand, the roads
to other places once of high romaunt, are, alas, today too often
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scored with barricades. The urge to travel them has not therebye
been diminished in the slightest. Other worlds, other manners .

and other roads, as well. The Oregon Trail is now clotted with
toll-gates, speed-traps, greasy-spoons. The last stagecoach has
long since left for Lordsburg. Romance no longer brings up the
9:15 (or whatever train it was which Kipling travelled). But the
need, the need is still with us. Let us, then, wrap ourselves in our
long-cloaks, buckle on our broadswords, cast a warm glance at the
lovely woman—arrow nocked, bow in hand—by our side; and, thus

provisioned, prepare to tracvel

GLORY

ROAD

by Robert A. Heinlein

Britannus (shocked):

Caesar, this is not proper.
Theodotus (outraged):

How? -

Caesar (recovering his self-possession):
Pardon him, Theodotus: he is a barbarian, and thinks
that the customs of his tribe and island are the

laws of nature.

CAESAR AND CLEOPATRA, Act II

I

] KNOW A PLACE WHERE THERE
is no smog and no parking prob-
lem and no population explosion

.. no Cold War and no H-bombs
and no television commercials . . .
no Summit Conferences, no For-
eign Aid, no hidden taxes—no in-

—George Bernard Shaw

come tax. The climate is the sort
that Florida and California claim
(and neither has), the land is
lovely, the people are friendly and
hospitable to strangers, the women
are beautiful and amazingly anx-
jous to please—

I could go back. I could—

It was an election year with the

© 1963 by Robert A. Heinlein



GLORY ROAD

customary theme of anything you
can do I can do better, to a back-
ground of beeping sputniks. I was
twenty-one but couldn’t figure out
which party to vote against.

Instead I phoned my draft
board and told them to send me
that notice.

I object to conscription the way
a lobster objects to boiling water:
it may be his finest hour but it’s
not his choice. Nevertheless I love
my country. Yes, I do, despite
propaganda all through school
about how patriotism is obsolete.
One of my great-grandfathers died
at Gettysburg and my father made
that long walk back from Inchon
Reservoir, so I didn’t buy this new
idea. I argued against it in class—
until it got me a “D” in Social
Studies, then I shut up and passed
the course.

But I didn’'t change my opin-
ions to match those of a teacher
who didn’'t know Little Round
Top from Seminary Ridge.

Are you of my generation? If
not, do you know why we turned
out so wrong-headed? Or did you
just write us off as “juvenile de-
linquents”?

I could write a book. Brother!
But I'll note one key fact: After
you've spent years and years trying
to knock the patriotism out of a
boy don’'t expect him to cheer
when he gets a notice reading:
“Greeting: You are hereby ordered
for induction into the Armed
Forces of the United States—"
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Talk abeut a “Lost Generation”!
I've read that post-World-War-
One jazz—Fitzgerald and Hem-
ingway and so on—and it strikes
me that all they had to worry
about was wood alcohol in bootleg
liquor. They had the world by the
tail—so why were they crying?

Sure, they had Hitler and the
Depression ahead of them. But
they didn’t know that. We had
Khrushchev and the H-bomb and
we certainly did know.

But we were not a “Lost Gen-
eration.” We were worse; we were
the “Safe Generation.” Not beat-
niks. The Beats were never more
than a few hundred out of mil-
lions. Oh, we talked beatnik jive
and dug cool sounds in stereo and
disagreed with Playboy’s poll of
jazz musicians just as earnestly
as if it mattered. We read Salinger
and Kerouac and used language
that shocked our parents and
dressed (sometimes) in beatnik
fashion. but we didn’t think that
bongo drums and a beard com-
pared with money in the bank. We
weren't rebels. We were as con-
formist as army worms. “Security”
was our unspoken watchword.

Most of our watchwords were
unspoken but we followed them
as compulsively as a baby duck
takes to water. “Don’t fight City
Hall.” “Get it while the getting is
good.” “Don’t get caught.” High
goals, these, great moral values,
and they all mean “Security.” “Go-
ing steady” (my generation’s con-
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tribution to the American Dream)
was based on security; it insured
that Saturday night could never
be the loneliest night for the weak.
If you went steady, competition
was eliminated.

But we had ambitions. Yes, sir!
Stall off your draft board and get
through college. Get married and
get her pregnant, with both fam-
ilies helping you to stay on as a
draft-immune student. Line up a
job well thought of by draft
boards, say with some missle firm.
Better yet, take postgraduate work
if your folks (or hers) could af-
ford it and have another kid and
get safely beyond the draft—be-
sides, a doctor’s degree was as good
as a union card.

Short of a pregnant wife with
well-to-do parents the greatest se-
curity lay in being 4-F. Punc-
tured eardrums were good but an
allergy was best. One of my neigh-
bors had a terrible asthma that
lasted till his twenty-sixth birth-
day. No fake—he was allergic to
draft boards. Another escape was
to convince an army psvchiatrist
that your interests were more suit-
ed to the State Department than
to the Army. More than half of
my generation were “unfit for mil-
itary service.”

I don’t find this surprising.
There is an old picture of peo-
ple traveling by sleigh through
deep woods—pursued by wolves.
Every now and then they grab one
of their number and toss him to
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the wolves. That’s conscription
even if you call it “selective serv-
ice” and pretty it up with USOs
and “veterans’ benefits”—it’s toss-
ing a minority to the wolves while
the rest go on with that single-
minded pursuit of the three-car
garage, the swimming pool, and
the safe & secure retirement.

I am not being holier-than-
thou; I was after that same three-
car garage myself.

However, my folks could not
put me through college. My step-
father was an Air Force warrant
officer with all he could handle to
buy shoes for his own kids. When
he was transferred to Germany
just before my high school senior
year and I was invited to move in
with my father’s sister and her
husband, both of us were relieved.

I was no better off financially
as my uncle-in-law was support-
ing a first wife—under California
law much like being an Alabama
field hand before the Civil War.
But I had $35/month as a “sur-
viving dependent of a deceased
veteran.” (Not “war orphan,”
which is another deal that pays
more.) My mother was certain
that Dad’s death had resulted
from wounds but the Veterans
Administration thought different-
ly, so I was just a “surviving de-
pendent.”

$35 a month did not fill the
hole I put in their groceries and
it was understood that when I
graduated I would root for myself.
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By doing my military time, no
doubt—But I had my own plan;
I played football and finished sen-
ior year season with the California
Central Valley secondary school
record for yards gained and a bro-
ken nose—started in at the local
State College the next fall with a
job “sweeping the gym” at $10
more a month than that pension,
plus fees.

I couldn’t see the end but my
plan was clear: Hang on, teeth
and toenails, and get an engineer-
ing degree. Avoid the draft and
marriage. On graduation get a de-
ferred-status job. Save money and
pick up a law degree, too—be-
cause in Homestead, Florida, a
teacher had pointed .out that,
while engineers made money, the
big money and boss jobs went to
lawyers. So I was going to beat the
game, yes, sir! Be a Horatio Alger
hero. I would have headed straight
for that law degree but for the
fact that the college did not offer
law.

At the end of the season my
sophomore year they de-empha-
sized football.

We had had a perfect season—
no wins. “Flash” Gordon (that’s
me—in the sports write-ups)
stood one in yardage and points;
nevertheless Coach and I were out
of jobs. Oh, I “swept the gym” the
rest of that year on basketball,
fencing, and track, but the alum-
nus who picked up the tab wasn’t
interested in a basketball player
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who was only six feet one. I spent
that summer pushing an idiot
stick and trying to line up a deal
elsewhere. I turned twenty-one
that summer, which chopped that
$35/month, too. Shortly after
Labor Day I fell back on a pre-
viously prepared position, i.e., I
made that phone call to my draft
board.

I had in mind a year in the Air
Force, then win a competitive ap-
pointment to the Air Force Acad-
emy—be an astronaut and fa-
mous, instead of rich.

Well, we can’t all be astro-
nauts. The Air Force had its quota
or something. I was in the Army
so fast I hardly had time to pack.

So I set out to be the best chap-
lain’s clerk in the Army; I made
sure that “typing” was listed as one
of my skills. If I had anything to
say about it, I was going to do my
time at Fort Carson, typing neat
copies while going to night school.

I didn’t have anything to say
about it.

Ever been in Southeast Asia? It
makes Florida look like a desert.
Wherever you step it squishes. In-
stead of tractors they use water
buffaloes. The bushes are filled
with insects and natives who
shoot at you. It wasn’t a war—not
even a “Police Action.” We were
“Military Advisers.” But a Mili-
tary Adviser who has been dead
four days in that heat smells the
same way a corpse does in a real
war.
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I was promoted to corporal. I
was promoted seven times. To
corporal.

I didn’t have the right attitude.
So my company commander said.
My Daddy had been a Marine and
my stepfather was Air Force; my
only Army ambition had been to
be a chaplain’s clerk Stateside. I
didn’t like the Army. My company
commander didn’t like the Army
either; he was a first lieutenant
who hadn’t made captain and ev-
ery time he got to brooding Cor-
poral Gordon lost his stripes.

I lost them the last time for tell-
ing him that I was writing to my
Congressman to find out why I
was the only man in Southeast
Asia who was going to be retired
for old age instead of going home
when his time was up—and that
made him 'so mad he not only
busted me but went out and was
a hero, and then he was dead.
And that's how I got this scar
across my broken nose because I
was a hero, too, and should have
received the Medal of Honor, only
nobody was looking.

While I was recovering, they
decided to send me home.

Major Ian Hay, back in the
“War to End War”, described the
structure of military organiza-
tions: Regardless of T.O., all mil-
itary bureaucracies consist of a
Surprise Party Department, a
Practical Joke Department, and a
Fairy Godmother Department.
The first two process most matters
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as the third is very small; the
Fairy Godmother Department is
one elderly female GS-5 clerk
usually out on sick leave.

But when she is at her desk, she
sometimes puts down her knitting
and picks a name passing across
her desk and does something nice.
You have seen how I was whip-
sawed by the Surprise Party and
Practical Joke Departments; this
time the Fairy Godmother De-
partment picked PFC Gordon.

Like this— When 1 knew that
I was going home as soon as my
face healed (little brown brother
hadn’t sterilized his bolo), I put
in a request to be discharged in
Wiesbaden, where my family was,
rather than California, home of
record. I am not criticizing little
brown brother; he hadn’t intended
me to heal at all—and he would
have managed it if he hadn’t been
killing my company commander
and too hurried to do a good job
on me. I hadn't sterilized my bayo-
net but he didn’t complain, he just
sighed and came apart, like a doll
with its sawdust cut. I felt grate-
ful to him; he not only had rigged
the dice so that I got out of the
Army, he also gave me a great idea.

He and the ward surgeon—
The Surgeon had said, “You're go-
ing to get well, son. But you'll be
scarred like a Heidelberg student.”

Which got me thinking— You
couldn’t get a decent job without
a degree, any more than you could
be a plasterer without being a son
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or nephew of somebody in the
plasterers’ union. But there are
degrees and degrees. Sir Isaac
Newton, with a degree from a cow
college such as mine, would wash
bottles for Joe Thumbfingers—if
Joe had a degree from a European
university.

Why not Heidelberg? I intend-
ed to milk my G.I. benefits; I had
that in mind when I put in that
too-hasty call to my draft board.

According to my mother every-
thing was cheaper in Germany.
Maybe I could stretch those bene-
fits into a doctor’s degree. Herr
Doktor Gordon, mit scars on der
face from Heidelberg yet!—that
would rate an extra $3000 a year
from any missile firm.

Hell, I would fight a couple of
student duels and add real Heidel-
berg scars to back up the dandy I
had. Fencing was a sport I really
enjoyed (though the one that
counted least toward “sweeping
the gym”). Some people cannot
stand knives, swords, bayonets,
anything sharp; psychiatrists have
a'word for it: aichmophobia. Idiots
who drive cars a hundred miles an
hour on fifty-mile-an-hour roads
will nevertheless panic at the
sight of a bare blade.

I've never been bothered that
way and that’s why I'm alive and
one reason why I kept being
bucked back to corporal. A “Mili-
tary Adviser” can’t afford to be
afraid of knives, bayonets, and
such; he must cope with them. I've
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never been afraid of them because
I'm always sure I can do unto an-
other what he is planning to do
unto me.

I've always been right, except
that time I made the mistake of
being a hero, and that wasn’t too
bad a mistake. If I had tried to
bug out instead of staying to dis-
embowel him, he would have
chopped my spine in two. As it
was, he never got a proper swing
at me; his jungle cutter just
slashed my face as he came apart
—leaving me with a nasty wound
that was infected long before the
helicopters came. But I never felt
it. Presently I got dizzy and sat
down in the mud and when I woke
up a medic was giving me plasma.

I rather looked forward to try-
ing a Heidelberg duel. They pad
your body and arm and neck and
put a steel guard on your eyes and
nose and across your ears—this is
not like encountering a pragmatic
Marxist in the jungle. I once han-
dled one of those swords they use
in Heidelberg; it was a light,
straight saber, sharp on the edge,
sharp a few inches on the back—
but a blunt point! A toy, suited
only to make pretty scars for girls
to admire.

I got a map and whaddayuh
know!—Heidelberg is just down
the road from Wiesbaden. So I re-
quested my discharge in Wies-
baden.

The ward surgeon said, “You're
an optimist, son,” but initialed it.
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The medical sergeant in charge of
paperwork said, “Out of the Ques-
tion, Soldier.” I won't say money
changed hands but the endorse-
ment the hospital's C.O. signed
read, “Forwarded.” The ward
agreed that I was bucking for a
psycho; Uncle Sugar does not give
free trips around the world to
PFCs.

I was already so far around that
I was as close to Hoboken as to
San Francisco—and closer to
Wiesbaden. However policy called
for shipping returnees back via the
Pacific. Military policy is like can-
cer: Nobody knows where it comes
from but it can’t be ignored.

The Fairy Godmother Depart-
ment woke up and touched me
with its wand.

I was about to climb aboard a
bucket called the General Jones
bound for Manila, Taipei, Yoko-
hama, - Pearl, and Seattle when a
dispatch came granting my every
whim and then some. I was or-
dered to HQ USAREUR, Heidel-
berg, Germany, by available mili-
tary transportation, for discharge,
at own request see reference fox-
trot. Accumulated leave could be
taken or paid, see reference bravo.
Subject man was authorized to re-
turn to Zone Interior (the States)
any time within twelve months of
separation, via available military
transportation at no further ex-
pense to the government. Un-

quote.
The paperwork sergeant called
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me in and showed me this, his
face glowing with innocent glee.
“Only there ain’t no ‘available
transportation,” Soldier—so haul
ass aboard the ‘General Jones.
You're going to Seattle.”

I knew what he meant: The
only transport going west in a long,
long time had sailed for Singapore
thirty-six hours earlier. I stared at
that dispatch, thinking about boil-
ing oil and wondering if he had
held it back just long enough to
keep me from sailing under it.

I shook my head. “I'm going to
catch the ‘General Smith’ in Singa-
pore. Be a real human type, Sarge,
and cut me a set of orders for it.”

“Your orders are cut. For the
‘Tones.” For Seattle.”

“Gosh,” 1 said thoughtfully. “I
guess 1 had better go cry on the
Chaplain.” 1 faded out fast but
didn’t see the Chaplain; I went to
the air field. It took five minutes
to find that no commercial nor
U.S. military flight was headed for
Singapore in time to do me any
good.

But there was an Australian
military transport headed for
Singapore that night. Aussies
weren’t even “military advisers”
but often were around, as “mili-
tary observers.” I found the plane’s
skipper, a flight leftenant, and put
the situation to him. He grinned
and said, “Always room for one
more bloke. Wheels up shortly aft-
er tea, likely. If the old girl will
ﬂy."
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I knew it would fly; it was a
Gooney Bird, a C-47, mostly
patches and God knows how many
millions of miles. It would get to
Singapore on one engine if asked.
I knew my luck was in as soon as
I saw that grand old collection of
masking tape and glue sitting on
the field.

Four hours later I was in her
and wheels up.

I checked in aboard USMTS
General Smith the next morning,
rather wet—the Pride of Tas-
mmania had flown through storms
the night before and a Gooney
Bird’s one weakness is that they
leak. But who minds clean rain
after jungle mud? The ship was
sailing that evening which was
grand news.

Singapore is like Hong Kong
only flat; one afternoon was
enough. I had a drink in the old
Raffles, another in the Adelphi,
got rained on in the Great World
amusement park, walked through
Change Alley with a hand on my
money and the other on my orders
—and bought an Irish Sweep-
stake’s ticket.

I don’t gamble, if you will con-
cede that poker is a game of skill.
However this was a tribute to the
goddess of fortune, thanks for a
long run of luck. If she chose to
answer with $140,000 US, 1
wouldn’t throw it in her face. If
she didn’t . . . well, the ticket’s
face value was one pound, $2.80
US; I paid $9.00 Singapore, or
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$3.00 US—a small gesture from
a man who had just won a free trip
around the world—not to men-
tion coming out of the jungle still
breathing.

But I got my three dollars’
worth at once, as I fled out of
Change Alley to avoid two dozen
other walking banks anxious to
sell me more tickets, Singapore
dollars, any sort of money—or
my hat if I let go of it—reached
the street, hailed a cab, and told
the driver to take me to the boat
landing. This was a victory of
spirit over flesh because I had
been debating whether to snatch
the chance to ease enormous bio-
logical back pressure. Good old
Scarface Gordon had been an
Eagle Scout awfully long and
Singapore is one of the Seven Sin-
ful Cities where anything may be
had.

I am not implying that I had
remained faithful to the Girl Next
Door. The young lady back home
who had taught me most about the
World, the Flesh, and the Devil,
with an amazing send-off the
night before I was inducted, had
“Dear-Johnned” me in basic train-
ing; I felt gratitude but no loyalty.
She got married soon after, now
has two children, neither of them
mine.

The real cause of my biological
unease was geographical. Those
little brown brothers I had been
fighting, with and against, all had
little brown sisters, many of whom
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could be had for a price, or even
pour I'amour ou pour le sport.

But that had been all the local
talent for a long time. Nurses?
Nurses are officers—and the rare

*USO entertainer who got that far
from Stateside was even more thor-
oughly blocked off than were
nurses.

I did not object to little brown
sisters because they were brown.
I was as brown as they were, in
my face, except for a long pink
scar. I drew the line because they
were little.

I was a hundred and ninety
pounds of muscle and no fat, and
I could never convince myself
that a female four feet ten inches
tall and weighing less than ninety
pounds and looking twelve years
old is in fact a freely consenting
adult. To me it felt like a grim
sort of statutory rape and pro-
duced psychic impotence.

Singapore looked like the place
to find a big girl. But when I es-
caped from Change Alley, I sud-
denly didn’t like people, big or lit-
tle, male or female, and headed
for the ship—and probably saved
myself from pox, Cupid’s catarrh,
soft chancre, Chinese rot, salt wa-
ter itch, and athlete’s foot—the
wisest decision I had made since,
at fourteen, I had declined to wres-
tle a medium-sized alligator.

I told the driver in English
what landing I wanted, repeated
it in memorized Cantonese (not
too well; it's a nine-toned lan-
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guage, and French and German
are all T had in school), and
showed him a map with the land-
ing marked and its name printed
in English and drawn in Chinese.

Everybody who left the ship
was given one of these maps. In
Asia every cab driver speaks
enough English to take you to the

-Red Light district and to shops

where you buy “bargains.” But he
is never able to find your dock or
boat landing.

My cabbie listened, glanced at
the map, and said, “Okay, Mac. I
dig it,” and took off and rounded
a corner with tires squealing while
shouting at peddle cabs, coolies,
children, dogs. I relaxed, happy
at having found this cabbie among
thousands.

Suddenly I sat up and shouted
for him to stop.

I must explain something: I
can’t get lost. ‘

Call it a “psi” talent, like that
stuff they study at Duke. Mother
used to say that sonny had a
“bump of direction.” Call it what
you will, I was six or seven before
I realized that other people could
get lost. I always know which way
is north, the direction of the point
where I started and how far away
it is. I can head straight back or
retrace my steps, even in dark and
jungle. This was the main reason
why I was always promoted back
to corporal and usually shoved
into a sergeant’s job. Patrols I
headed always came back—the
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survivors, I mean. This is comfort-
ing to city boys who didn’'t want
to be in that jungle anyhow.

I had shouted because the driv-
er had swung right when he
should have swung left and was
about to cut back across his own
track.

He speeded up.

I yelled again. He no longer
dug English.

It was another mile and several
turns later when he had to stop be-
cause of a traffic jam. I got out and
he jumped out and started scream-
ing in Cantonese and pointing at
the meter in his cab. We were
surrounded by Chinese adding to
the din and smaller ones plucking
at my clothes. I kept my hand on
my money and was happy indeed
to spot a cop. I yelled and caught
his eye.

He came through the crowd
brandishing a long staff. He was a
Hindu; I said to him, “Do you
speak English?”

“Certainly. And I understand
American.” I explained my trou-
ble, showed him the map, and said
that the driver had picked me up
at Change Alley and had been
driving in circles.

The cop nodded and talked
with the driver in a third lan-
guage—Malayan, 1 suppose. At
last the cop said, “He doesn’t un-
derstand English. He thought you
said to drive to Johore.”

The bridge to Johore is as far as
vou can get from the anchorage
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and still be on the Island of Singa-
pore. I said angrily, “The hell he
doesn’t understand English!”

The cop shrugged. “You hired
him, you must pay what is on the
taximeter. Then I will explain to
him where you wish to go and ar-
range a fixed fee.”

“I'll see him in hell first!”

“That is possible. The distance

is quite short—in this neighbor-
hood. I suggest that you pay. The
waiting time is quickly mounting
up.’,
There comes a time when a
man must stand up for his rights,
or he can’t bear to look at himself
in a mirror to shave. I had already
shaved, so I paid—$18.50 Sing.,
for wastinz an hour and ending up
farther from the landing. The
driver wanted a tip but the cop
shut him up and then let me walk
with him.

Using both hands [ hung onto
my orders and money, and the
Sweepstake’s ticket folded in with
the money. But my pen disap-
peared and cigarettes and hand-
kerchief and a Ronson lighter.
When I felt ghost fingers at the
strap of my watch, I agreed to the
cop’s suggestion that he had a
cousin, an honest man, who would
drive me to my landing for a fixed
—and moderate—fee.

The “cousin” turned out to be
just coming down the street; half
an hour later I was aboard ship. I
shall never forget Singapore, a
most educational city.
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Two MONTHS LATER I was oN
the French Riviera. The Fairy God
mother Department watched over
me across the Indian Ocean, up
the Red Sea, and clear to Napoli.
I lived a healthy life, exercising
and getting tan every morning,
sleeping afternoons, playing poker
at night. There are many people
who do not know the odds (poor,
but computable) for improving a
poker hand in the draw, but are
anxious to learn. When we got to
Italy I had a beautiful tan and a
sizable nest egg.

Early in the voyage someone
went broke and wanted to put a
Sweepstake’s ticket into the game.
After some argument Sweepstake’s
tickets were made valuta at a dis-
count, $2.00 USA per ticket. I
finished the trip with fifty-three
tickets.

Hitching a flight from Napoli
to Frankfurt took only hours. Then
the Fairy Godmother Department
handed me back to the Surprise
Party and Practical Joke Depart-
ments.

Before going to Heidelberg I
ducked over to Wiesbaden to see
my mother, my stepfather and the
kids—

—and found that they had just
left for the States, on their way to
Elmendorf AFB in Alaska.

So I went to Heidelberg to be
processed, and looked the town
over while the red tape unwound.

FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION

Lovely town— Handsome cas-
tle, good beer, and big girls with
rosy cheeks and shapes like Coca-
Cola bottles— Yes, this looked like
a nice place to get a degree. I
started inquiring into rooms and
such, and met a young kraut wear-
ing a studenten cap and some face
scars as ugly as mine—things were
looking up.

I discussed my plans with the
first sergeant of the transient com-
pany. .

He shook his head. “Oh, you
poor boy!”

Why? No G.I. benefits for Gor-
don—I wasn’t a “veteran.”

Never mind that scar. Never
mind that I had killed more men
in combat than you could crowd
into a—well, never mind. That
thing was not a “war” and Con-
gress had not passed a bill provid-
ing educational benefits for us
“Military Advisers.”

I suppose this was my own
fault. All my life there had been
“G.I. benefits"—why, I had shared
a bench in chem lab with a vet-
eran who was going to school on
the G.I. bill.

This fatherly sergeant said,
“Don’t take it hard, son. Go home,
get a job, wait a year. They'll pass
it and date it back, almost cer-
tainly.” You’re young.”

So here I was on the Riviera, a
civilian, enjoying a taste of Eu-
rope before using that transporta-
tion home. Heidelberg was out of
the question. Oh, the pay I hadn’t
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been able to spend in the jungle,
plus accumulated leave, plus my
winnings at poker, added up to a
sum which would have kept me a
year in Heidelberg. But it would
never stretch enough for a degree.
I had been counting on that mythi-
cal “G.I. Bill” for eating money
and on my cash as a cushion.

My (revised) plan was obvious.
Grab that trip home before my
year was up—grab it before school
opened. Use the cash I had to pay
board to Aunt and Uncle, work
next summer and see what turned
up. With the draft no longer
hanging over me I could find some
way to sweat out that last year even
if I couldn’t be “Herr Doktor Gor-
don.”

However, school didn’t open un-
til fall and here it was spring. I
was damn well going to see a little
of Europe before I applied nose to
grindstone; another such chance
might never come.

There was another reason for
waiting: -those Sweepstake tickets.
The drawing for horses was com-
ing up.

The Irish Sweepstake starts as a
lottery. First they sell enough tick-
ets to paper Grand Central Sta-
tion. The Irish hospitals get 25%
and are the only